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nature. And perhaps, Lewis added, the enemy of Nature
herself.
Ramsdell was in the verandah before the cottage and, no
sooner had his talk of ordinary things broken in upon this
jangling argument, than Lewis saw it for what it was—a
bitter generalization and no more. A schoolboy trying to
excuse himself for the failure of a morning's work might
well be ashamed of it, he thought. She was beautiful and
very young. Already her life had knotted itself in a way
that defeated her hope. It was natural enough that she
should use him, who was once her schoolmaster, as an
emotional confessor. But while Rarnsdell was saying that
Ballater had gone to the Huis ten Borgh and would not be
back until evening, Lewis could give him but part of his
attention. He found that, as the disturbance of his mind
wTas not to be quelled hi bitter reproaches, so also it was
not to be explained away.
"A good morning?" Ramsdell asked, when he and
Lewis were sitting together at their food.
"Not as good as it should have been."
"Why not play tennis this afternoon? You've probably
worked until you're stale."
They looked out at a darkening sky and Ramsdell
shrugged his shoulders. "I hope the weather will hold,
Julie and I are supposed to be playing a single at 2.30 to
practise her back-hand."
He looked searchingly across the table, and paused, as
if he expected that his having spoken of Julie would
provoke Lewis to speak of her. But Lewis was silent and
soon Ramsdell went on: "Sometimes she plays tennis like a
fiend. When she starts slashing, it's useless to steady her.
What's more, it doesn't pay. Sometimes everything goes
out and it's hopeless. But sometimes everything goes in—
like a twelve-inch on the target. There's no holding her
then. The other day we had De Greve against us. He
began by giving it easy to her forehand when he could*
Either that or something else—God knows what—put her
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